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Now,ns my wife was dead snd I had no
child, and 1 knew my office was safe, my
beart bent still steadily as I took her hand

in mine,

“Notbing dread’ul ean happen t.a_{ne my
child. I am s0 poor that Hale has ittle to
take from me! But yon—do not be afrard
10 tell me —My poor girll™

She looked nt me still with horror
in her eves; she turned her head back and
gasped for breath, her voice was choked and
she could not speak.

“Do not distress yourselso;" I held her
band firmly in my own, *““If the trouble is
mine do not so incresse it; if it is yours, let
ase help vou bear it!"

“I* 1 Jack!™ she wasped, “Jack!—They
bave killed him! They have raided the
office—they have killed him."

Ah, I was not so poor!  Fate had left me
a possession—vague, oot in my grasp, but
still o possession, for it was Jeck I had
meant to know, Jack, who was yet to be m
eon and to inberit my fortune, Aud so,
in turn, looked in horror at her,

“How do vou know i1?" I asked.

Bhe pointed to the paper still in her hand.
And there it was—all in head lines! A mob,
an attack on the Hill Beacon, a defense,
pisto]l shots, a dash ioto the office, and a
tearing out of all that was in it. Jack’s
body had been carried off by the mob.

And he was dead. The handsome, gay
fellow who tound lile with me too slow even
to try for u little. And he was my wile's
nephew, and 1 bad not tried to make the
career 1 offered him pleasant and inviting.
1 sat down erushed and guilty, lor, at least,
I should have foreed him to leave the
miners, or ccase his rating of the strikers.
1 could mot look at Margaret. But in s
moment she was kneeling by me, and she
was telling me that be was not dead—no,
po, not dead! “If he was dead they would
not carry him away. He isalive; oh! you
may be sure hoe is alive, sand we must go st
onmee 10 him. We must find him, for bhe

must be sorely buri, and we will bave to
pursk him. Come," she said.

‘*Not you, my poor child,” I answered.
“] cannot ssk thisof youn. But yon are
right. He may not be dead, yet even if he
is, it ismy duty to go. The scoundrels!
The poor boy!™

The tears shone in her dark eyes, but she
did mot weep. She looked at me with a
ghastly smile.

*“What would Jack say if you eame with-
ont me? He would never believe me—
never! And Il ob, do you think I could
stay here? 1 shouid go mad, mad.”

“Margaret, vou do not know what you
say. You never knew my nephew, dyunar
ehild."

She turped her head away as if in appeal.
“Ask bim thst question! Why he Joved
me—he told me that his love for me wounld
be his death—and I laughed at that—yes, I
did! I thought my fate far the hardest.
But I could oot tell him so. You see the
very wedding day was fixed, snd I could
pot tell him that I loved bhim better than
the mas 1 was going to marry. Could I?
You are his uncle, bot you know I could
not. Sometimes women have to listen when
thev cannot answer.”

“f do not understand you, but you must
be calmer. You must sit down, Hale,
ocome speak to her. 1 do not know whetner
she knows what she saye”

“Indeed I knew very well. It was I who
killed him. I! I! He was desperate. He
did not care. He wld me be sbould pot
care.”

Hale was standing st the door, our visitor
had vanished, and 1 looked in mute appeal
to wy friend, still feeling that the gi.sl*f was

He

distracted. But Hale un

came directly to her, took her in his strong
grasp und made her sit down, He gave
her a drink of water and sat down in front
of her. “Now,"” suid he, “we will help
vou; bot first von must control nmlf‘
and tell us so we can understand, 1f ‘Jack
is 1o be belped, cool heads, mot broken
hesrts, will bave to doit. Crawiord,” and
he turned to me, “sit down. You arens
much upset ss she is. Now what is the
mutter with Jack? It is Jaeck Lewis, vour
nephew, I suppose?”’

1 silently banded bim the paper and he
read it wilhout n word of comment. **And
you knew him?"” he said to Margaret.

She nodded her bead. ** you were
engaged to him?”

The color swept up over the face that had
been so drawn and white.

“No,” she angwered, *'I was nol engaged
fo him.”" She locked from one to the other,
put her hand to her throatas if she was
choking. Then she spoke:

“I will bave to tell you! It was my fanlt
because 1 shouid have come away sooner. I
met him in the Adirondacks last summer,
and we were in the smme party, because I
was visiting the wife of an old college
friend of his, and I thought there wus no
harm in it—in seeing himso often, I mean—
because evervone knew I was engaged to my
cousin,  DBut the night before 1 leitthere be
begged me to break the engagement, and he
told me what was true, that I dido’t lovemy
cousin, But Idid not koow then that I
could not marry Ned Mason. You see, I
bad besn engaged to him eversince I was 18
aud I refused to even think of breaking it
Jack said some hard, hard things (o me,
and I was angry with him. After I came
home I found I could easier die than marry
Ned. And my uncle wag so viclently dis-
appointed that I had 3 leave the house.

ben I came here.™

The shadow of n smile passed over Hale's
face, but I took her hand in mine.

“And yon did rightly,” Isaid. “T was the
one to whom you should have come.”

“But T came becanse T had so often
watched you in church and thought there
vever was 8o kind a fiuce, and I heard how
good you were 1o the girls vou had here, and
of course, I had to earn some money, I
would vot take any from my unele.”

“8till you knew I was Jack's unele.”

"“Yeg, " she said peatly.

The wery incoberence and simplicity of
ber little story tonched me greatly, and 1
lopoked at Hale expecting to read in his eyes
pity, sympathy. Instead I saw judgment,
and disapprobation. I knew he condemned
her as a coquette who had not known her
own mind, This I greatly résented, and T
felt he was narrow and prejudieed. And
because he was hard in his thoughts of her,
I became more tender, and I should have
liked to have comforted ber a5 I should my
own Guughter. Bot I said to her that I be-
lieved in her, and I should belp her, “but I
cannot see,” I said, “whv now that vou are
free, Jack should keep up his resentment.
Had I been your lover at his age I should
bave flown to you."

Her eves flashed st this

“Do you suppose 1 would send him word
that T wes free?”

“Surely you could in some way let him
know?"

“No girl would do such & thing as that,””
she promptiy nnswered, and then her Jips
trembled, her eves filied, and she broke into
s bitter weeping. We could not stand this,
old tellows as we were. and Hale jumped up
snd walked around the room and elenred
his throat and blew his nose, and ejaculated
all sorts of exelumations, while in broken
words, in ways foreign to me lor many
vears, I tried to soothe nnd guiet her. But
when she ceased her sobbing, it was only to
break into a wailing stili more pitifnl, until
at Inst she Iny exhnusted, her bead aguinst
my shoulder. Hale brought costs axjd what-
ever be oould find, and be made hera bed
on chairs, and persuaded ber to drink wine.
Then we laid her down, snd we left ber and
west iuto our own room. We closed the
door nnd looked st each other,

B.:irhi' is a pretty piece of work,” ssid
e

It s pitiful—it is terrible!” I groaned.

‘k'iﬂe s & good fellow. I could haveloved

m.
“T remember him well"” ‘Hale;
“s bandsome, impetuous fellow, muoh too

l_mt:bcllldcﬁ.wofa‘bl‘iu-.'
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work in this very offiee? Didn’t you siu
him to understand vou were to
treat him as 8 son? You know all this is

true. And you know Jack declared his

work stupid, the paper poky. You know

he was delermined to be the maker of his

own destiny. Grieve as much as vou choose,

Dan, but don't fall into womanish re

of yoursel!, Jack was a fine fellow, but he

was pighesded, and I truiy believe that

when he fell in love with Miss Woolstine'
it was partly because she wss out of his
reach. Er is just the boy to want the moon

and refuse the green cheese.”

*“Yon were jenlousof Jack,"” said I feebly.

*That is stuff. 1 was not blind,”

““And vou are at this moment jealous of
the girl,” I added.

What reply Hale would have made to this
sccusation I{now not, for at that moment
the door opened and Margaret came in. Her
face was still pale and her eyes swollen, but
she was ectly calm, and I noticed that
ber hands did not tremble as she held them
together, her fingers !i.ghll;' clutched.

“You are going at once?’’ she said.

I wot up and hunted the time tables and
found my best train left the citr at 1030 »,
., bringing me to Tiger Hill the evening
of the next 5;;. This gave me time to go
to Melvin and get what I needed for the
trip.

'?Well, then,"” said the girl, “T will be at
the station at 10. I can meet you there.”

*“But—but that is impossible,” I ex-
claimed. “I cannot take {w. t would
not do atall. Notatall. 1 will telegraph,
:;-lte—you lhﬂl}l.l; hwﬁ; onee ::d tully,

titisim e to allow you 2

Never in m'n_r life did I saet a‘l.:'ot 50
determined, so full of scorn for restraint, as
the one Margaret shot at me! Bhe said not
a word, but going into her office returned
with her hat on, her veil tightly drawn and
so silently lett the office.

Hale shrugged his shoulders,

“There was & pair of them!” he said, “I
do not wonder they had tumultuous scenes!”
'i‘l‘lshcuxon'l go?—you do mot think she
“Not if you wreck sll the trains, Baut
even then she might walkl Yes, Crawford,
she will go."

“But -ﬁ:.h-n not! What ecould I do
with her? BSuppose she falls to weeping, to
fainting in the train? And after we get
there! Why, Hale, I am not sure of my own
ufu?'. and with her to hamper me—it is im-
possible! She must be locked up—tied—
notsall:'iowtd t::'do il.." il e

“‘She won't laint nor weep,” ale,
“still she will be a dreadful burden to you!l
I'Il go sce her, but I have no hope of in-
fluencing ber,”

“Go to her uncle,” said I, “surely he has
some authority over her.”

“I'll do my best,” said he, “but I won't

mise you success.”

I went to Melvin, packed up my hand-
bag, made arrangements with my house-
keeper, and sll the time my thoughts dwelt
on Margaret in fear and dismay. My only
hope was that her violent agitation might
make her ill, and so prostrate her that she
would be unable to foroe herself to take the
Jjourney.

When I reached the station a few min-
utes after 10, I found Halw standing at the
entrance.

“Well?" said L.

He pointed with his thumb over his
shoulder. *“'She is in the waiting Toom,™
he suid, snd taking my bag, he added,
*‘She carries less baggage than vou do.”

“Did you see her?” said I ,*“Couldn’t
you convioee her? Surely you could have
done that!™

“Conld I put the rings of Stturn around
Jupiter? My dear boy, I did not try to
convinee her. She would not discuss the
question. Bhe asked me nbout the mines,
and the strike, but she knows far more
about it all than we do. She has used the
exchanges to advantage. She even knows
the names of the leaders among the strikers,
There is no end to her nerve, I think. She
won't break down sgain.”

“‘She’ll breask down as soon as the excite-
ment of the starting is over. Burely you, a

man, know that & woman's calm-
ness may be ashysterical as her tears. Good
heavens—."" and I stood still. “'I will not
go uotil 7:15 to-morrow morping! I will
not lose much time. I cannot do snything
the night I get there.”

“Then she’ll alope. Bhe has her
ticket, and when her train is calied she will
be off. She won't wait for yon.”

“*How do you know she has her ticket?"”

*I bought it for her, I went to her board-
ing bouse and brought ker here. Then I
bought her ticket.”

“Judas!” said I.  “And I do not believe
you saw her uncle.” ]

“'I]‘il'}m ml;o u; in lee;:‘ri l:.n'r o:-le:
Apollyon wonld not bave sto Er.

1 could do was to take & littie care of her.”’

“1 believe in my heart you encouraged
her,” I testily cried.

“Don’t be unreasonable, Dan,” said he.
“Don’t quarrel to-night, my boy. Itis as
much as I can stand to see you off, and I
declare I will go with vom! OF course, I
willl 1 ean look after and leaye
you free.”

“‘And who will get this week's number
out? No, no, Hale———"and I fell into
line at the ticket office, *‘it woulde’t be
wise. I'd do better by myself, and three of
us would be ruin o everything. And I
never did quarrel with you. Begin to-
night? Not mueh, Reuben!"”

nd so getting my ticket I went into the
waiting room tound com-
posed, alert, and confident.

Hale pressed through the gate, ing
our bags, snd when the train ran out of the
station I glanced back out of the window
and saw him tryving to look cheery and
hopeful, but a more miserable woe ne
face never did Isee. - He waved his hat as
much as to say, “I knew you'd do it!" and
turned away.

CHAPTER IIL

There was still a dim light in the sky, bat
the lamps were lighted in the car. People
were preparing for the night's journey, men
were reading the evening papers as though
every moment was a consideration, and in a
seat opposite & woman was {rying to soothe
a baby, while another little one clung to
her begging to be taken into her lap.

*"A pleasant lookout for the night,” I said
to Margaret, in & voice much too flat and
empty to be natoral. .

“They are almost dead with sleep now,”
said she, and in 8 moment what did she -do
but cross over and take the baby and toss it
in her young, stropg arms. The baby felt
the change from the lax, nervons of its
mother, und burst into & erowing layg)
while the elder child, interested, lpﬁ
whining and joined in the merriment. How
did Margaret hapm have a sweet cracker
in the shape of & in her pocket? Bhe
who abhorred ““dry flower.” I think it
came to her as all her other fairy gifts did,
and it comforted more of us than the baby
and the baby’s brother, That horse cantered
and walked. 1t hid itsell, it jumrped out of

ueer and was finally dissected
oled out in the most minute and everlast.

tain ber, but, behold, she was not only

in good spirits, but she took it for
ted that 1 shared her resolute pushing
of tears that would awaken, and before

the came to meke the beds for

o I had to worry. I had not

:
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imself to do more than mutter that there
was & botel up the street where we might
find 1 for the night. Havi us
an: be buried himself again in his
plpnni but looking back as we left the
room, 1 enught his eres fixed upon us with.
& serious, suspicious
not lm" t toustB:mlhh!
s to Margaret. Arm as we
went out into the dnrk-." Do Ew
dk'""i:"h said, “which is up and which

own?"’ y

We stood on the little lngl:l‘m and
locked around us. The o bad light-
ened enough for us to see the great 1s
vaguely outlined agaiust the sky. The
wind was rising and rustled in the trestops,
and it seemed to us that we had been put
out into the middle of a woods. Suddenly
s lieht flared up and burned steadily away
*That T sard “must bes lamp, and

X el * a and a
lam lly betokens a !IMP'DM'R
you believe.that direction is ‘up?’ "

*It came ont of the darkness like a sig-
nal,” answered the girl, “and there iz noth-
ing for us to do but to go to it. We cannot
plunge into darkness without some guide.”

So we stepped off the boards and went
warily nlong:‘rth, which was not difficult
to keep, so I troaden was it. We soon
discovered, ax our eyes grew accustomed fo
the darkness, that we were going through a
small woods, and when after s time we came
out of it we found a pathway of boards so
narrow that wg could not walk sbreast, but
1t gave us comfort, ng us sure that we
were on the right road. And so after a time
we cume to the light, and bebold it was the
hotel to which we had been so vaguly di-
rected. The house was & small wooden af-
fair, pot over clesn, and smelling of tobacco,
but the only smoker was & woman who sat
by a stove with a pipe in her mouth. When
we entered the open door, she looked up,
m.red! & moment, and then called “Li
mv "

Whether this was the goddess or not we
did not know, but there was no answer. The
woman thea kuocked the ashes out of her
pipe into the sanded box in which the stove
stood, and giving her voice & Hf" piteh,
screamed again “Li I This invoca-
tion was more successtul, and a thin, pale-
haired youth strolled inte the room. The
woman nodded toward us. The boy looked
at Margaret, and his whole face flushed, and
indeed I do not believe his eyes had ever
rested on anything so fair as this girl in her
durk dress, tired and silent, stan there.

“We were told,” said I, ““that we could
hsve lodging here, and we should also like
some supper.””

“Sit down," said Liberty, and he at once
disappeared.

Bo we sat down side by side on an old
wooden settle, and it was not many minuntea
before Margaret’s hand stole into mine. I
looked at her with spprebension, and to my
surprise she said clearly and beldly : “I am
not afraid. I am only bungry."”

The woman looked st her.

“Is she yoor deughter 7" she asked,

“My niece,” I promptly answered.

“She doesa’t favor you," said she, snd
thie ':u hmt nil:dau. :

iler w seemed to us, &  very lon

time, s man lookiog like a Pmihghring
clergyman in & miner’s clothes came in and
in his turn stared at us, gave a little nod,
and went out. Then the woman arose, took
two plates from a closet, two cups and sau-
cers, and began to prepare a table for us
She spread no cloth, and she put the bacon
and potatoes which she fried er nupon
our plates, dis ng with the formality of
s meet-dish. The coffee pot she pulled for-
ward, poured some water on what wasal-
ready in it, and let it boil, She put bread
und butter and some pickled tripe on
the table, and bade uscomeand eat. And
it was not ill-flavored to us, The coffee was
fiat and bitter, and neither one of us would
have ordered fried bacon from a bill of fare
but it was all hot, and we were g0 in need
of food baving had nothing 1o eat sinces
hasty noon meal, that the mere nourish-
mwent was onmiortlnﬂ and helpfal.

Then when we had finished, the woman
lighted two candles, and we arose and fol-
lowed Ler to two reasonably elean bed-
roows on the other side of the hall, After
she had Teft us, we sat down and talked.

Now that we were in Tiger Hill we had
no idea what to do, or where to turn. But
we that we had best be silent and
say nothing of Jack until we knew what we
should say, and to whom we should eay it

“In the morning,” said I, “we will see
the place, and learn something of the peo-

le. There must be someons in authority
Eeu. and someone who has some sense of
The very p may tell us where
Jack js, end jost what has happened. In
the meantime, we have come because [ am
interested in the mines, and you are my
niece—as indeed, dear child, frowm this mo-
ment, you must be.'’

And Margaret, leaniag over, fook my
band and kissed it, bat 1 it away, aud
Inid it on her pretty bead. snd prayed to
God that she might in this adventure be
kept from harm sod from sorrow.

d indeed it was buta few hours after
that there was need of an instant answer to
this prayer,

I had been asleep about an hour when
suddenly I awakened. It seemed to me
that something had happened to arouse me,
but everything was perfectly still. The
stars were now shining, I heard an owl hoot,
and the cry of & lonely cricket; I was inu
falling off to eleep again when the veryskies
seemed rent by a woman's seream! The
gound was not in the house, it was far off
and in the open air, but I instantly knew it
was Margaret’s voice! Out of bed I spran
and into her room, which was empty, an
her clothing was gone. On a chair gy the
bed stood her little satohel and u few tailet
articles. It took me buta moment to fling
on my clothes and dash out of the silent,
dark house, and here and there I ran trying
to find some oken of ber, but I did not eall,
nor spesk. I am not young, but I am
strong. Ihavebeen a man of temperate
athletic habits, aod I ave the ose of s body
pearly six feet in height, well-kept, and
when I earried fewer years I asked nothin
of my strength or endurance which I di
not get. Bat at this moment Ihmoi:gl:;:df
neither strength nor weakness, but
on mnin§b find my precious cherge, I
fell down, I ran into tress, I pluhged into
water, I’ tri];pud but
nol.hinf haffl m
was little broken. s I
became sware of sonuds inarticnlate, ‘al-
most inpudible, which were those of the
homan being, and I knew I maost be near &
camp of some kind. Silently, cantiously,
sow T went, listealiz 808 oflowike the
gounds which grew more and more distinet,
::Idyu(‘lot intelligible, when, without ex-
og it, I suddenly c¢ame upon w&:l

that was
did not

law.

that made my heart ulmost sto . 80
horrified was I. There in the of & fire
stood Margaret in the center-of some 10 or

et e B 27
more
nel;er have 1 hu.rd,;m hideous jargon

we lodged? I suppose she is your accom-
plice? When she called me out of my room
and asked mo if I had a fricod here, I was
kfmnklndbld her. Ask her if you want to

’w.ll

) n:ts“h' nofter, m{n dear,” be l:!tz, “ynrs
very pretty when you scold, but yon"
better be uglier and wiser,”

“Where is the woman?" asked Margaret

‘‘Sbe has gone home to lock your unele
in his room. To keep him from taking cold
hi’h. m‘htdr.:dh Yaad .

argaret turn er away,as thoug'
she meant to uz’lhe was done v{th him,

I adored her for her courage, but I ar-
dently desired she might not snger him.
But be treated her as thongh she was a pet-
ulant child, and asked her questions i{rom
which I soon gathered that they su
us of being in the employ of the own-
ers of the mines, and that she had come
with me to divert suspicion from our object.
Itappeared to me that they had founded all
this in some confused story to which the
man constantly alluded, but to which Mar-
garet had, of course, no clew. And I also
undaﬂﬁo% that they had laid a tupbof
some kin to Margaret away
herself, hoping h‘:trint a confession ﬁun’:
her, and that the woman of the house
bad sssisted them, The girl answered
boldly enough, snd finally said that we
were friends of Mr. Lewis, and bad come
to be of use to him. When this was traos-
lated to the men, who never moved their
eyes from the faces of the two speakers,
they brutally laughed, and she, for the first
time, lost her t command of hersell,
There was one little man who wore a fur
e? 'Il‘;:hdhphi hr;lihacldmofnn-

s occasion erying out, “'Tyrant|
glnnl l‘mhl.hud'l" W*mnlnhunlm
name of Lewis be shrugged his shoulders
and gave an idiotic jmns into the air, It
was as much as I could do not to go out and
shake the little monster, but I sense
enough to keep silent and quiet. Yetit was
lhud work—the hrduiénerdic}.?{:: bul-
ied Margaret; they tried to terri ntoa
confession s they grew more and more con-
vinced that she was baffling them, They
mistook her innocenes for assurance;

o0 for obstinacy, but they did  not
touch her

Then Margaret suddenly drew her shawl
closer around her shoulders. ‘I am eold,”
she said, “and I am tired. I wish you
would have more wood thrown on the fire,
and give me & seat by it."” The little man,
when this was transluted, made & r?l{ that
was in torn translsted to her, and it was
that they would wake up the fire and give
her a seat in the middle of it. The dread-
tul brutality of this made her cheek pal
yet she said nota word, but torned an
walked to the fire and sat down on the trunk
of a mllen tree, which was evidently drawn
there for aseat Fora moment her whole
body relaxed, and she looked as if she could
bear no more. She put out her hands to the
now low but in & moment rested her
head on her hand like a tired child. Then
she drew herselt together, looked up, and
did the most umnilbiulfuthing:

She began fto singl sing in a clear,
sweet, thrilling voice which vibrated with
passionate intention.

If an angel frcm Heaven had alighted,
and in his duzzling attire had stood in their
midst, the men could not have been more
startled, more electrified. They stood stock-
still, gazing at her. Butshe gave no heed
to them, but sang louder, and clearer until
her voice seemed to.fill the air, making it
pulsate with enchantment. For what was
she singing? Ah, for what was she not
lill:in‘. For ‘lite, for help, for freedow,
and though she knew it not, for lovel Iler
song went soaring to the skiesand prayed to
be saved from these cruel men; and it came
back to earth and begged them to be human,
and not be as ‘the beasts hungry for prey.
She sang like one inspired, v oo whole
beart went cut in the ery, “Angels ever
bright and fair, take, oh take me to your
care!" and the song scemed born of the
night and of perill And then, behold from
one of the huts there was a great ery, and
out there rushed s man, torn, weak,
bandsged, and he looked wildly about him,
and seeing her, he ran to her and fell prone
on the ground at her side. . And ashe lifted
him up, and held him in ber arms, and I—I
came out from my hiding place and harried
to them and I took Jack from her and laid
him down, thinking he was dead, but he
opened his eyes aud fecbly smiled. 8o I
sat down on the grass and beld him, and
Margaret knelt by him, and they looked
euch into the eves of the other,

EBut sround us thers was a hubbub of con-
fusion and quarreling, and knives flashed
and the leader pushed back one, and
threatened another, and the noise grew
greater and more fieree, but Margaret and
Jack were like people safe in a lagoon, care-
less of the ng storm outside. But the
leader turn olding one man by the
throat, and he cried: *Sing! If you val-
ue your lives, letthe girl sing!”

or & moment Margaret faltered. Bhe
feared for us as she never had for herself,
and she au]nd as though her breath was'
gone, puttiog her band to her throat. Then
she sprang to her feet and she sang. It was
a wild, fierce song like a battle cry, and she
now and then clapped her hands together
with & ringing sound, and she ln:.ﬁ out her
looking Jike a prophetess culling her
people to follow her to war. And then all
these men struck in with a solemn, slow
measure that was like the tramp of feet,
and their eyes flashed as they drew close to-
gether and nearer to her.  'When she ended.
they crowded around her, and the little
man dropped on his koees and kissed the
hemot her gown, und from that moment we
were safe. For the song was oue of their
own, and an outery nst the eppressors
o their country, and et, who studied
the songs of the peoples of the earth as
others do tb:tluagnuge, knew it, and knew
sang throngh the night, sittin
on the log, with her hand in Jack's as hg
rested aga me. She sang everything.
(Gay songs and doleful, ba]l.u&, opera arias,
h{‘llllll and dances. The men sat around the
blazing fire, and their eyes were soft, and
sometimes they Inughed, and every now and
then they would
their own. And the leader lay close to the
fire and slept. Never in their lives had
these men, I fanty, been more innocently
happy, and never had lh% heard singing
that so delighted them. ben the morn-
ing dawned we stood up, we men wonderin.
in our hearts, whether now that the spel
was broken we would be al to go, but
smiled and held ont her and
kissed it, and then went through
the woods with us.

When we the little man plucked a
bunch of wi&m and giving it to Mar
' 8

m“ ¥ smile, “Push
"
Wetook his adviee, and

Margaret
they each

knowing th
was an early train away, slthou‘#it ::: &

Mklnkedonlyllhshemnf?h‘:
prize-ring, but a most forlorn and neglected

one.
And now need I tell now we slopped at
L I S
ome
mm«bnmu-audma.um

how I d lost my assista
E:u:.a':;%.?fmmﬂf
stead? And how

st 1nto & chorus of | th

HOW T0 APPROACH THE LORD'S TABLE

TWRITTEN FOR THE DISPATOH.

The Master and the disciples sit together
at the table. It is the might of the betrayal.
It is the eve of the crucifixion. He knows
that plainly; and they, ins vague way,
which is more periinps of the nature of fore-
boding than of knowledge, know it, too. A
sense of impending danger, of approaching
crisis, is in the hearts of all the company.
Something is to happen. That loving com-
panionship which * has meant so much and
been so precions—to them, st least—is some-
how to be interrupted.

The words of the Master have a note of
sndness in them, He isgoing awsy., He
tells them that distinotly. And ns they sit
together at the homely supper which sym-
bolizes their fellowship and union, He
looks ahend into the future. He has that
longing which everyone of strong character
and deep affection has, to be remembered aft-
er be is gone. He has loved these men. He
doesn’t want them to forget Him, He has
taken a bit of bread from the table, and
pours & cup of the common wine, and passes
these about among thess friends of His, giv-
ing s taste to each, and says, Do this after I
&I gomne away,

IN MEMORY OF ME.

8o began the sacrament of remembrance.
I want you to think about it this morning
just in that way—as the sacrament of re-
membrance, It ismore than that. It is the
sacrament of grace; it is the sacrament of
worship. But of these meanings of it I say
potbing now. I desire to emphasize onl
mﬁm most natural, most ple sign|

n.
_I choose this beoanse it is the first and the
simplest meaning of this sacrament. And
‘because I beiieve that it is a sufficient mean-
ing. The need of the Christian church in
this day is a definition of the minimum,
What is essential? Tell us that; let us agree
upon that; lel us unite in that Let us be-
u there, and go on learning all the truth
of God wa can. Let ns welcome everybody
into the Christian church, into the privi-
leges of the Christian sacramants, who has
learned as much as that.

“This do is remembrance of Me."” Can

u imagineanything more eatirely natural,

mely, and simple?

Here is an net and a reason for it: do this
—in remembrance. And both the act and
the reason are as simple as simplicity itself.

It is not s if the Lord had asked us to do
some hard thing in remembrance of
Him; to leave our homes snd h the

| in the islands of Samoa, in remem- |

rance of Him; to give all onréloodj to feed
the poor, in remembrance of Him; to hang
& heavy ehain about our neek, or to take up
our abode upon the top of some narrow,
wind-swept pillar, in remembrance of Him.
The act He asked is one of the easiest and
simplest things that we can do. It isone
whose counterpart enters into every day or
every life. It is but our ordinary eating
and drinking, consecrated by

A BLESSED ASSOCTATION,

It is true that the bread and wine of the
supper are served to-day in vessels of gold
and silver. The homely table is lifted high
in chancels, cut in stoneand carved in costly
woorls, covered with fair linen, and decked
with rich embroidery. .And the Lord's
words are recited in the midst of a service
of commemoration, the most beautiful and
impressive of all the eceremonies of the
church. And it is no wonder that the real
homely simplicity of the act is hidden from
many observers beneath all these adorn-
ments and solemnities. But we must not
let these embellishments mislead us, These
- B P 1 o o B
only w ands ve wrong
uulr rightly  wrought, to ﬂlk‘;
whatever I8  asmsociated with our
Lord, as worthy as our needs and meang
can make it, e homely supper is in the
midst of them, like that jutting of rough
rock in the midst of the marble pavement
of the temple. It is just as homely and
uatural and simple to-day as it was when
the Lord ordaived it. In spite of all the
peremonial afd all the priests and doctors;
in spite of all that has been falsaly taught
and foolishly believed and unadvisedly
done, at the heart of the most intricate and
elabarate of liturgies is still this homely,
common meal, this entirely

BIMPLE ACT OF COMMEMORATION.

The act is perfectly simple, and the rea-
son for it is as simple as the act. “In re-
membranee of we.”” That is what it means.

You see how entirely .within everybody's
mental and spirit reach that fe. Itis
not us if He hud asked us to do this in com-
memorationof some doetrine about Him—in
membrance of His incarnution, or of His
atonement, or even of the truth of His di-
vinity, for then we must needs have been
theologians; but “in remembrance of Me,”
Hesaid. And that is something which any
child can do.

Those men who sat about the table at that
first communion and received the sacrament,
the Lord himself being the celebrant, they
kuew no doctrines, Itis doubtfal if they
had ever heard the story of our Lord’s na-
tivity. Itiscertain that of the utonement,
as aceomplished by Him, they had no notion
st all. They did not even belleve in His
divinity, as we understand that word, The
whole i':fmry of the men, and no part of it
more evidently than their behavior on that
very night, shows that of these exceedingly
important Christian dootrines they koew
nothing. The men to whom our Lord ad-
ministered this sacrament were

VERY IMFERFECT THEOLOGIANS,

There was only one gualification which
these men had, and our was quite con-
tent with that, asked nothing more than that
did not even set down any stricter qualifi-
cation for the future than that. They loved
Him. They could not have stated their
affection in the praise language of the di-
vinity schools, but they loved Him never-
eless, Ther were very much mistaken
about Him, had quite inadequate “views”
concerning Him; nevertheless they loved
Him. And that was oll He asked. They
were doing their best, and even that was not
o very excellent best, to follow Him. He
was satisfied with that,

-I‘rdpu :::d ankm]:ed them :: hour ;;hir-
ward, as they lay asleep upon the ground in
the Garden of!aumwe. and ssked them
what that ecene in the supper room meant,

d mot have answ you co-

into whose houses t
bread, in the earliest days of the

happily—i t
S, o, fhllre, vre e simple perl

pain but of promise. SBomehow the Lord
who loved them would come again and take
them unto* Himself. They rememberad
that when they remem! Him. Aiter
tmmoryh ise “dld become ?mmh
ol promise wou
iq?y precious. The feast would be the sym-
bol of the joy of heaven. The sadness wonld
be lost in gladness. They would ‘g:
nﬁhim in thought, as we do, from
b fices of the death of Christ,” to “the
benefits which we receive thereby.”” The first
idea of the sucrameut ns the memorial of
some one dend, would pass awsy sliogether
in the reminder which it brought of some
one living forever more, und waiting to
e them. Thus the supper which
they who sat first at the table ate in mra
has been transformed i1nto & feat of trinmp
and rejoicing.

These two circles of association then
gather about this word “remembrance.”
‘We remember the cross and the crown, we
remember the pain and the promise.

AND HERE WE LEARN

in just what spirit of mind the Lord would
have men come to this sacrament. Who-
ever bouestly remembers the pain of’ the
eross and the promise of the erown, cannot

mistake,

For if we really remember what our

Saviour suffered for our sake, we will love

. We cannot helpit. We will not
need to be taught the duty of loving Him,
Love cannot be taunght as duty. Love comes
by loving. Men love C when
learn how Obrist loves us, And the eross
teaches that The broken bread and the
poured wine teach that,

And if we really remember how our Lord
has promised to receive us into His presence
we will hate sin. Because sin bars that
blessed door. We will duily endeavor so to
live that that promise may be possible to us.

And these are the ouly essential qualifica-
tions for lpﬁmb to this sacrament: true
loving and right living. And not perfection

n either of these, remember, but only a
ng after perfection. Whoever honestly
d wﬁr toﬂlo;:l Godu whoever
steadfastly purposes to aceord-
ingtothohpnofﬂod,' v i

HE MAY COME,

There is 3 German proverb fo the effect
that the best is often the enemy of the good.
Lam afrsid/that some ure staying away from
boly eommunion because they have not
attained the best. They have not reac
their ideal of what a communicant should
believe and be. There is this and
that about the sacrament which they do not
understand. There is this and that article
iu their own personal theology which does
not quite square with what somebody else
suys is orthodox; in this and that respect
they fall short of saintlinesd. And whut I
want to say to all such souls is this: If you
are willing to do just thissingle thing which
the Lord aaked might be done in His mem-
ory, if you honor and revere Him, if vou
love Him, if you honestly desire to follow
more elosely than you have been following
in His bl.o;tud steps, if when you “examine
yoursell,"” as 8t. Paul ldﬂﬂ!{o you find so
mueh us this in your heart, there is no rea-
son why you should not come.

Come only in this spirit of remem
do the will of God so far as you can see it,
and Me will show rm step by step, as you
erow in grace and in koowledge aud this
love of Him, all the other truth you need,

' GeEorcE HoDGES,

POKER IN FRANCE, |

The Nationn] Game Proves Too Mackh for the
French Langunge,
English Editton of the Parls Iustre.]

But if these clubs and five or six more
which might be named lead joyous lives
and, above all, joyous nights, several others
appear to vegetate. That they do wo is
owing to America. The United States that
send their sons over to France, that bave
caused & fall in furm-rent, have also im-
ported & new game, the poker, which re-
duces the receipts of our clubs, Shades of
La Fayetie and Rochambesun hide their
faces! Why did you not leave Washington’s
compatriots disembroil themseives as best
they could with their mother country?

The poker is indeed a plague for the
coffers of the clubs and wlery because it is
about to supersede bacearat. Impositions
were easily levied on this Jast Cer-
taip sums were cha !orhold]ng the bank
at such n rate for the packs of cards
hburned during the deal, ete, It was the
very ideal of the impost and at the same
time a sure and coplous source of yield,
something analogous to fobacco relativel
to duty in France. In the egse of "pntar"’
it becomes monstrously hard to raise a tax
and to fix upon the moment for raising it.
The players continue ut the game for a fuu;
time, hen the caisse has levied a duty
it has nothing to do but to look at the
‘‘pokerrites”” who remain seated for hours
sbukim! s language intelligible to moss
people “Je suis blind, Vous m'avez bluge,
Faisons-nous un pot" (pronounced poh).

A LIVELY OLD HARRISON,

At the Age of 96 He Will Welcome the
President at His Home,
‘Washington Post. ]

The Grand Army of the Republie is to
hold a convention next month in Orange,
N.J. President Harrison has been invited
bbupr;:nt and says he does not know
of anything to prevent his ce of
the invitation. L

Orange is known as the city of the Har-
risons, He will see & greater number of
them therethan he ever saw before. There
is Unele Ira Harrison, 93 yesrs of age, the
oldest living Harrison boru in Orange, still
active and going around attending to busi-
nese. He voted for Willinnm Henry Harri-
son in 18386 aud again in 18480, and walked
a mile in November last to the voting pre-
cinct and voted for Benjamin Harrison and

Levi P. Morton, He never voted a Demo-
cratic ticket in his life. v
Uncle Ira hus seven namarried O

. _ gran
daungiters living with ki
thegPluidtn:'hmﬁ %n‘::ep:ilh h:l‘
ce &t the meeting of the G. A. E.,
to meet him with his granddaughters, at
i@ehﬂlmdlm&lwdkﬂ&znmm
im. :

No Fool

| minutes ago I could ha

!

“ance of health an

SOME POINTS ON HEALTH AND COMFORT

[WRITTEN FOR THE DISPATCN.]

Somse one the other day was Jamenting the
decline of anything like friendly intimacy.
‘“We have no more correspondence like that
which farnished the choicest memoirs and
finest thought of the last century and this
People can’t waste time and esprit on mere
personal friends, they must save a bright
idea and work it into an article for & club
reading, or to use in conversation at a din-
ner party with s distinguished stranger or
to crush & possible rival. When I go to see
& friend, wantiog a quiet hour or two of
sympathetic talk, I find her parlors are en-
gaged in 15 minuates for a committee meet-
ing of the shop girls’ patronesses or the
Edueationul Improvers' Associstion, and of
course & single person with s heartache has
no chance before such collective interests of
such importance. I write to another, long-
ing to hear some pleasant thing about her
life, and she regales me with what this so-
ciety and that club did and said at their
Iast meeting and rehashes the detailsof petty
ferninine polities.”” '

One thinks sadly of Horace Walpole’s
saying that the only use of nine-tenths of
the world is to make one wish himself with
the other tenth. Intheir insatiable ambi-
tion to prove themselves the superior half
of the buman race, women are playing with
the sweetest interests of human life. Even
the culture of the time Interfores with the.
reanl.rlunru of society, but this is the
penalty for neglect of early o ities
and the time holds more for middle aged
women than it has doge for & centary, for
never mhnﬁ so opan for the continu-

influence if they have
the courage to hold their own.

A lady of the highest position said lately
that never in her know was there any-
thing like the number of women classes lor
study io lan in belles lettres,in music
and art. She said she could hardly make a
call without trenching on some :r.p:lat.-
ment, with & master or some ladies’ go~
ing on an excursion, photographing or
sketehing or studying some new imports-
tion of archaeol lufinmut And it was
not the young ludies who were doing™this,
but their mothers, women over 50 with
gray hair.

SUMMER STUDY.

The zeal for study among those who feel
that they have not their whole lives before
them, does not allow of leaving the subject
during summer rest. The summer schools
of at Amherst, Mass., and else
where, and the schools of unatural science
are evidences of the growing taste for stud
among older people. The most fashionable
lelmnfof languages in New York and Bos-
ton, takes rooms at some quiet, pieasant
conntry hotel for its pupils, who havé the
sdvantage of conversation, and the practics
which eould only be found othorwise by
living in a foreign family. Music teachers
of repute are glad to take their best pupils
with them to country homes, where they
give theearly hours to roaming and the
nooas to practice of a most devoted sort,

The delicate daughter of artistic tastes in
one family I know of goes off to the Cats-
kills with a ci-devant newspaper womas,
clever, edu and practical, who takes
cure of toe girl's health, orders her baths,
die& ln':' exercise h:;rieﬂy. md;, and studies
wi ', puts to sleep etie
treatment, and i3 in every way her ;riand,
companion sod guide. For this she re-
ceives her expenses for the summer and is
in every way treated as one who conlers the
favor, The same woman had just before

one to Mr. Ballurd Smith, of the New

ork World, with a view to securiog a good
Eo-mun on the city press, when his reply to

er substantinlly was that he should advise
her to walk off the dock first if she had to
depend on her pen for aliving. What we
are to do when all the women are edocated
to earn their own living and to want that
living a good one, isa guundary. Bot so
many mothers are desirous to delegate the
care of t.hei;.d;:]ghten to m:im one ¢lse that
this mode o ng companion toa young
lady may offer advantages Lo both sides.

LADIES’ MISSIONS

and church boards have been holding their
‘annual meetings with much display of ex-
pensive dress and well porased gratulation.
Apropos of nothing at all in this counection

what is the name of the r who, ealled
to confer with his brethren about bringing
outsiders into the chu responded that
he wanted to see his church members hope-
fuliy converted from theirpractical heathen-
im{linn he brought any more into their
company and influence. For his part he
had rat ugdertake to reform a Magdelen
from- the lowest ward than to bring ome
well-placed womaa to sincerity of lile and
good feeling. Apropos of this again is the
story of & city missionary who weat to an
officer of one of the charitable boards with
the report of & family of four children and a
sick mother, without a morsel of food or
money. “I can't help it," said the official;
“I can't do sanything about it, for I sm
p'hg out to lunch.”

s u""';t::t ahal;jl do‘i':‘u:eﬂ the mission-

J e m ave something
::{'ut. I m?ﬁ:‘" them to starve.”

“T can't help it.”” repeated the lady officer,
with a salary ofover §1,600 s year for attend-
ing to such cases. “If you had cowe in 15
seen o them, but I
ng abuvut it now; I'm going

#

can’t do an
out to luneh."
It really never occurred to the woman
that she could possibly put off her own
luneh 15 minutes longer that thess five
mau II:iJhi not go starving another day.
iy

ssfo said no but bor-
rowed o basket went around I to
bakers and raasking aid, sod durried

supplies to the huogrychildren. Her lunch-
eon may have Been dela: but it must
have been relished with the thought of
other hearts lightened.

There must be room for im ent in
women's ¢harities and nllghl. or sucha
story never could have told as that of
the missiopary mother from 8; l,pl:‘g
with her four children, one a v, to visit
her relatives beyond Chieago. Supposed to
be in charge of the Mission Board,
were suffered to start West from New Yo
without any provision lor lusch for the
ittt fecd, the Waia making 56 s60p Joug

& train ma no stop
hﬂham:hwhmﬁﬂe tor them
oot of her scanty means. Itis for such
a thing to happen to one who il.:;mlly 5
scranger in her own land. These stories do
oy Rl v gy Py g
to, and are aon
a:g'mﬂyafm in charge of church
charities who see these things done and left
influeatial women whom they
are powe to resist.
Pleasanier is the story of a busy editorial
woman who found hersell obliged to 2
down Bleecker street late ome evening
some errand of help, I doubt not. Passing
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bad come in, snd Miss Woolstinelhnd | ““There was mo oaprice there,” and 1 | the lines around her mouth were drawn and held out her white, round wrists | j g selfsacrifice, The bread was mot | W heard, and as there bos been s marked ime
mthmnlwhikuak and I talked to | looked up irritated bl-hh persistent uh-hiqi«lﬁ. Yet she roused herself, and the | on w there were red lines. A, SIIPLE CEREHONY. the literal body; the blood was uot WO WHO STUDY M.‘?“%ﬁ“ﬁﬂﬂl&l
an eminest rose-culturist who had just in- | coderstanding; “she acted as became a | rest of the day bore hersell cheerfully and | “They know so liftle of Ameriean . the literal blood. M"E-nmm am led to m h“‘hﬂ mizsions
vented a new rose of a pink that was yellow, | conscientious girl" with patience. But neither of us now re- | said she, “that they thought this MMM But they not mﬁ:_l = - ::.:M classes, st
and a yellow that was pink. I “Well, " rejoired Hale, “we will | member that Hﬂm We gused out | frighten me. " Rev. George Hodges Speaks of That and pour that wine without And Have Ko Time fo Sympathize e

Al at onee 1 heard & little ery, and Miss | not discuss ghat question; but mew—how | the window, ked of what we saw, but “You hsve reason enough for fright,” he = hgﬁumof&emru before their With 1 Friends, It is comfortable in h'] ‘:h""ﬂhll.
Woolstine appenred st the duor opening | now?" nothing was real to us. I felt as though we returned, “without any such treatment.” - Last Sad, Sacred Supper. eyes, The broken body, the shed blood, we Sorrowfa while the Jersey freshness isin the air, to
into ber room. Her face was white as snow, | I shall at once to Tiger Hill—spot | bad shut some d thing into s “I have no ex; of bdn&:.ﬁdd, . may believe as much about them as we o around to the Twenty-third strest rooms
ber eves filled with borror. I did not wait | fitly named! Whether Jack is dead or | and were bolding the doar to keep it in. said she, “and if you command band : ! p m'-‘nmlm:. the bread and wine to have one’s bands dressed by clever

for Lier to speak, but st onee arcse and weut | alive, I must see sfter him, Hale; he had | Theda punlg. the sun set, the twilight | you have, let me tall you, & precions set of | A SACRAMENT OF REMEMBRANCE | were for, to bring these to remem- | HOW SOME MISSIONS ARE RUN. | manipulstors. ‘l'huiuh:f these pice
into her little office. For s moment she | neither father nor mother!” fell, and aret and I sat silent ax we | rascals under you." o b-l'lnl!& o sonal cares can hardly mﬂ:’ bnfiw
stood =till looking at me *“Now look here,” suid he, “haven't you | drew near our jo s end. *"You need not be saney,” he replied. “It Pt 'mlt“ﬁMMuwuwudIl&lnﬁl }m'hb tired m-nn;lb,. neTVOUS Wowien au ‘:‘

“I cannot tell you," she whispered, again and again written to him that vou | Tiger Hill was shrouded in mist and dark- 'wpypnhm"hhmmmlm Given to the Diseiples Who Followed Him ) ool eat any more thereof nntil it Starving Families Must Wait Until the Offi- | workers. m“;jﬂlp
i b aipmn e | Sindw e b o, you o | mton sl B0 thae i | SRl ¢ et v i, SO AR S e il P T
he o m n't n m AD o 0

W Tl  this ver rt. from which he was leath to separste | Whers is tho woman of the bouse in which of God shail eome.” ul | air going, with its three long windows at

ing, sgreeable to tired senses.

In tront near the Ince-shrouded windows
are little polished tables,set out each with its
gobelin blue plush cushion, with its dainty
napkin and the toilette of silver répousse,
These nil ver services are made expressly for
the estublishment and lock tem the
big coffer of salmon tinted pumice, iy
periumed, and the tiny vases of amber and
earmine pomades, with dainty littie '"7:
brashes, one brush dipped in erimson 5”
it bad been used tor eoloring s Lady W
'i:g:n geraninm over night,  There is &

of home and foreign perindicals and &
shelf of late books for those who wall, but
we are early and there is ouly a genlleman
baving his hands cured for by a anice
chatting leisurely with her as if he
the process.

ANOTHER NICE GIRL,

with smooth ecomplexion and fresh em-
broidered white apron, comes with s silver
bowl of warm perfumed suds and tells vou
to soak your right hand a few minutes, This
is to soften the nails, Presenily she seats
hersell at the other side of the little table,
brings from the drawer a set of dainty im~
plements and fine emery paper slips and
polishers.  Your hand s tenderly dried on
a soft towel and laid on the plush eushio
The little round blade loosens the akin
the base of the nail till the white crescent
shows, the fine curved scissors pare away
every line of superfluous skin and the ag-
pails are cut close. The mice girl chats
pleasantly and says she knows no method of
treating ngnails but to keep them cuias
sooa as they appear. The acid water
cleanses the hands, for few people
she says ever have clean haods or face with-
out more care than most of them think
necessary. The little wooden skewer is
dip; in aeid to cleanse and whiten the
nails after they are trimmed, they are pol-
ished with finest emery, tin with the
little red brush and pelished, till they come
out like the pink and white shells you find
on the Mexican coast, and one realizes whas
# fnish well-cared-lor nails put on arespect-
able hand. The sice girl says that nails
crack most in cold weather and it is quits
clear that soaking them in hot oil to
soften them and prevent breaksge. A good
serub of the hands in wurm water aad soap
in ene of the painted basins at the side of
the room, your hands are carefully wi
dry and you are at leisure to admire the ime
provement,

KEEPING THE HANDS S0FT.

There is one simple way of keeping hands
nice while making them aseful, and that is
by rubbing them with cocon butter or cold
cream, aod wearing long-wristed kid or cas-
tor gloves with the "finger tips cut off while
at work. We put gloves on lor dress, when
we ought to w themm at business. Men
should take more care of their hande even care
peuters, who would find leather gloves with
the tips off convenient to handle nuils, whila
saving a thousand bruises by work. A man
is just as comfortable if he sits down to read
his paper with & smooth pair of hands fres
from grime or callus or blood bruises, and
he is just as honest and manly for being in
trim so thut no stripling counterjumper
holds any advantage of him in good looks.

A Boston firm of fashionabla outfitters
keep & regular supply of kid gloves for
bousekeeping at 13 eents a pair, and smoocth
’ hands are worth a dollar or twh & vear to

sew and tend sick folks with. No ather
wiy of keeping hands from being ireckled
hus been revealed than weariog gloves in
summer, not kid gloves to be ruined by
perspiration, but cool, serviceable thread
gloves with long wrists, which keep the
hands from dust and sunburn. The silk
and linen tafetts gloves which the dealers
insist upon providing exelusively forus
this season are insufferuble, for they heas
and draw the hands and & week's wear
spoils them, Nothing is so0 good for the
-E?n in warm weather as the smooth thread
glove or the real lisle, finished like ba)-
hrifgln underwear. They keep the hands
cool, and ean be washed oiten, for who
wanis to put ou & pair of gloves or stock-
ings a second time without washing in warm
weather. Oune's gloves should be ua fresh
snd clesn as the hand within it.

AN EXPERT ON COMPLEXIONS, -

When ssked what was the leading come
plaint of correspondents making cosmetic in-
quiries, I had o answer “Coarse open pores
and faces.” Consulting the first der-
ma ist in Americs, & specialist so de
voted to his profession that he refusesto
make money outside of it by writing for the
newspapers, he said that the trouble with
such faces amounted to a disease, an en-
largement of the fat glands of the sLin. and
needed s thorough course of treatment. It
is impossible to prescribe any treatment, as
constitutions vary greatly. The best ad-
viee to be given is puriiy the blood bsebu-
coal and laxatives, rm  diet, and treas
the skin with drying loti not the pastes
and ereams whieh suii a delicat: skin.
‘What i4 best in each case can only be found
b{ﬂupu'ineut Alcobol, resourein, cam-
P irit, castile moap, carbolic dilutions
my:ﬁ be tried with safety for a few dayw
till the right thing approves itself. Borax
is useful, but in some skins brings on scze-
ms. The course of sulphur trestment in
which zealous persons indulge in hopes of &
fair skin, must be condemped as unsafe
The sulphur poisoning brought on by free
use of sulpbur internally is difficnlt to heal
and duin.ri.nﬁ. The idea of taking a table-
spoonful of sulphur three times s day, ss
sme os do, is enough to muke & phy.
sician’s bair gray by the risks invelved., A
teaspoonful of sulphur each morning for
three moruings, and & teaspoonful each third
mh:n; tbmahrforanhml bcingrh“. as much
as the average person w >
it nok pnrguiu:L should follow the thi
dose, so that all the impurities nesd not be
thrown off by the skin alone.

FOR THE LAST TIME.

In answer to many inquiries, the direo-
tions hrohlmdh l“ “mt;um treatment
are given for the last time, this vear st an
uu.g The first dose of midmws{
may be .)ldkm lpoonh:..mfrub}y mﬂ in
water, milk or syrup, on , a8
sevs ta T fosth v Gewsliod, Skial) shapid
be one of uhe first operations of the tailet.
This gives the charcoal tima to im-
purities from the stomach belore
Alter this a ful of taraxaenm ex-
tract after meals, till the face is clear and
the digestion good. A pintof tarazacum
extradt is not too much for the system, bus
it is advisable to leave itoff every fourth
week and then resume. One dessert spoou-
ful of mandrake extract -:zbu added
the pint of taraxacum wi

]

po
well. is the extract of dandelion
roct, 8 medicine of old practice




